An EPISTLE to a FxIEN D- 


Here yon will find, if you'll be pleas'd to read, 
None ut the Vicious in my Verſes bleed: 4 
Neighbour or Stranger, Friend or Fot's alike z 
Not at the Man, but at the Vice I ftrike. - 
Seaſondblte Reproof of Arn 
Dui Capit, ille Facit, 
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ES, G----n! when once Virtue quits the Earth, 
| TasTz is a Monſter of Hydræan Birth. 
It foul Corruption, wing'd with putrid Stains, 
Would taint with ſecret Poiſon Honour's Veins, 
If Vice, with all its Fevers, would enflame, 
TasTz gives them Paſſport thro' the Gates of Fame: 
So GROROE s Image ſtamps a current Coin 
On Copper, worthleſs in th unpoliſh'd Mine. 
Old Age, with every Ill and Curſe oppreſs'd, 
Feels ſecond Infancy reſume its Breaſt ; 
Renews its Cradle, Dreams, and childiſh Toys, 
Mimics paſt Scenes, and ſwells with fancied Joys; 
Women to Lewdnefs and Reproach incline ; 
The Prięſt turns Poet; the Buffoon Divine; 
The new-fledg'd Courtier, on whoſe Patriot Tongue 
Angels, with charm'd Attention, might have hung, 
Now damns that public Spirit which he prais d, 
And levels with the Ground the Pile he rais'd. 
Say, whence this [par fbi in Mankind ? _ 
Whence, but from TasrE too viciouſly inclin'd ? 


There Meſſalina no gay Wiſh denies, 
And ſmiling Nature throws off each Diſguiſe ; 
No Family-concerri her Thoughts invades, 
Immers'd in Rowts, Tntrigues, and Maſquerades ; 
While her fond patient - d ſtill couchant lies, 
_ And, meanly aly proſtrate, courts inſulting Vice : 


— Es 7˙¹˙¹ ͤ . —————————————————2ñññÄ——— 282 — a —u— — 


Beauty that ſurſeits; Wit that would offend; 
A harmleſs Enemy; a treach'rous Friend. 


Shock d with her Lewdneſs, Virtue bluſh'd Reproof, 
And Foe to Lies, would ſhame her into Truth : 

But her hard Heart's impervious to Remorſe; 

Nor won by Kindneſs, nor reſtrain'd by Force. 
When will theſe Vices, ſay, this Fal/e Taſte ceaſe ? 
Learn, learn that nobleſt Taſte, the Taſte to pleaſe ! 
He:4 no lewd Orgyes ! mind thy Task at home, 
There guide the Spindle, and direct the Loom ; 
Reclaim the Rebel Hairs into their Place, 

And form each Ringlet with a proper Grace; 

To no Ill- nature be thy Thoughts inclin'd; 

Let no groſs Lewdneſs c er debaſe thy Mind ! 

Good Nature wins the Heart, new-points each Grace, 
And adds freſh Fairneſs to the faireſt Face ; 


| While Lewdneſs gives to Beauty our Diſtaſte, 


And Nature, cloy'd, will ficken at the Feaſt. 

Be Reaſon, with her equal Scales, thy Guide, 
Virtue thy Paſſion, Decency thy Pride! 

A Taſte like this, makes Bliſs and Fame your own 
A Taſte like this gave France a MAainTEXo0N, 


When C--mm-rce ſicken d under 's Reign, 
And thy lov'd B bled in every Vein, 
What Virtue kindled within Marcus Breaſt, 
Where all the Roman Patriot ſeem'd confeſt ? 
What powerful Accents trickled from his Tongue, 


Smooth as the Tiber, as the Danube ſtrong, 


While Truth and Spirit, with united Force, 
Stemm'd the ſtrong Torrent of Corruption 's Courſe. 


Corruption, creeping Serpent, whoſe mean Sway, 


Bore Honour, Right, and Liberty away: 


Enraptur'd Senates own'd his mighty Nod, 
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That Marcus who thould, to be truly great, 
Have reſcu'd B----z from impending Fate, 
Lur'd by Falſe Tafte, by mad Ambition fway'd, 
His C---t--y, which che might have fay'd, b--tr--d, 
Now poorly Rich het hapleſs Fate ſurvives, 

And rather bears to breathe, than truely lives, 
Ignobly able, impotently great, 

The Scorn of Pow'r, a Cypher in the State, 
Careleſs of Parts, his Country's not his own, 

And ſlumb ring on a Bench with Scandal won. 


What is NOBILITY ? Tis not EsTaTe, 
Or Birth, or Title, which can make you Great; 
For if from Anceſtors thoſe Honours flow, 
They are but Honours you to others owe : 

Or if thoſe Favours you from Cs receive 

To fink the freeborn B in the ſlave ; 

Enflam'd with Luſt of Title or of Pow'r, 

Or lull'd by Flaztery's Opiate, Free no more: 
Honours, thus purchas'd, but reflect Diſgrace, 

And cloud the beaming Glories of thy Race. 

Tho', like a Comet, you all-gay appear, 

And Slaves by Dozens load the gilded Car, 

'Tho' Fortune flatter thee with all her Store, 

The Plume of Title, and the Pomp of Pow r, 

On Yirtue, Firtus only, you muſt riſe; 

No real Greatneſs but in Virtue lies. 


You aſk, where is this Greatneſs ? Not in CO—8, 
Where Honour ſleeps, and dire Corruption ſports. 
Yet in thy C- - her Charms engage, 
The Ornament and Pattern of the Age, 

| Whom Soo Wi it, 8 united 2 
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Whoſe Tongue a Cazo's Principles inſpire, 
A Tully's Eloquence, a Brutus Fire; 
Equal to ſhine in Freedom's ſacred Cauſe, 
Or ſerve a Parriot K----, who rules by Lows, 
With honeſt Heart, and clear collected Mind, 
Reaſon his Pilot, Patriotiſm his Mind; 
To freer betwixt (too conſcious of their Springs) 
Licentious Cn -u, and encroaching---- 
That Scylla and Charibdis of a State; 
Rocks which ſome ſhifting Stateſmen knew too late. 
Unhappy * Ireland, whole propitious Star | 
Awakes our Jealouſy, alarms our Fear, 
Oh | had the M--1--ry prolong'd his Charge, 
Free as his Soul, and as his Genius large, 
How would his Plan have rais'd thy drooping Head, 
Nouriſh'd thy Arts, and rear d thy Infant Trade? 

In all his Country's Friend-----Great Parkior Hr, 
Who knows no Foes, but Foes to Liberty. 


How 6ʃ%% that State where K---g's and People $ Voice, 
Unite in one diſintereſted Choice? | 
How great that Senate who make Right their End, 
Whom King and People own their equal Friend ? 
Ho Godlile is that King who rules by Laws, 

And from fair Virtue only ſeeks Applauſe, 
Whoſe innate Grandeur ſpeaks a Royal Mind 
To Merit, Truth, and Liberty. inclin'd, 


Sublimely graceful, and ſerenely great, = 
King of his People $ H. earts, the nobleſ; State 


True Public Spirit no mean End perſues, 
Expands the gy on elevates its Views, 
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Pants to ſerve Yirtue's Friends, no Stateſman s Fal, 
Freedom and Truth, the Impulſe of his Soul, 
And leaves, lite B--ckf--d, to Corruption's Flies, | 
To Janus, by Birth Patriot, Slave by Choice, ; } 
All grov'ling, ſelfiſh, ſalitaty Foys : | 
Champion for Liberty, fworn Foe to Place, 
With Strength he reaſon d, and he ſpoke with Grace, 
While Elegance of Language, Force of Senſe, 
Diſplay'd the powerful Charms of Eloquence ; 
'Till dire Corruption whiſper'd in his Ear: 
« Riſe, riſe, my fay'rite Son] your Price I bear !” 
His Public Patriot Principles ſoon ſeem 
The mimic Viſions of ſome fleeting Dream: 
Often the Maſk in which his Vice was dreſt, 
And all the ſhameleſs Tr--m--r ſtood confeſt. 
A Standing Army grew a Standing Yoke, 
And Penſions Virtue's Mark, not Slav'ry's Tale. 
Such, ſuch his. Taſte! 

So when thy 8 o Rome, | 
Had by their Valour the whole World o ercome, 
Their Liberties once loſt, their Virtue ſold, 


The World's great Conqu'rors ſunk in Slaves of Gold. 


Is then Falſe Taſte (you'ſay) to Cs confin'd ?. 
Are there no Marks of this degenerate Mind, 
Among the lower Claſſes of Mankind ? 1 
Yes |---But from C—-ts Faſhions and Manners flow ; - 
To C---s, the Fountain, good or bad, we owe. 
Do C---ts trade? And mult the Soldiers p 
Ring to the Call of Miſtreſſes of Play ? | 
Would Cs diſcountenance or not connive, 8 
Kn--s would turn honeſt, the ſtary d Soldier lire. BY 
Do C---s Occonomy or Waſte purſue ? 4 u aail i 
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Example, living Law, whoſe Breath inſpires 
Vice with new Force, or fans fair V irtue's Fires, 
Exalts the reas'ning Man into the God, N 
Or ſinks him--Brute in Error's dark Abode 
For when fair Virtue ſtagnates in the Brain, 
And foul Corruption clouds the reas ning Vein, 
Where Fal/e Taſſe wraps us to the flow'ry Plain, 
Where Syren Pleaſure ſings, nor ſings in vain, 
Man is not Man, ſuch Dictates are the Voice 
Of ruling Inſtinct, not of Reaſom's Choice, 


Till active Virtue cire lates in the Mind, 


And gives it's reas ning Streams to flow reſin d; 
Refin d, as in that Scene where Wit is Senſe, 
Where Art is Mature, Grandeur Innocence; 
Politeneſs is Sincerity of Life, | 


Which knows no Hope nor Fear, Deceit or Strife ; 


That Rural Scene to which True Tate reſorts, 
Far from the Farce of Pomp, the Guilt of ---- 


Virtue like this, gave Rome's fam'd Glory Birth, 
The Seat of Arts, the Miſtreſs of the Earth ; 


Fair Tides of Grandeur Tiber's Channel's ſwell'd, 


For Liberty the Helm of Empire held; 

Till Louxuxy with ſlow but ſure Deceit, 

That Bane of Freedom, Ruin of a State, 

Did her beſt Sons from Yirtue's Paths entice, 
Unnery'd their Minds, and ſoften d them by Vice: 
Then Poverty, ExTrRavacance's Heir, 

Begot DzrznDance, foul Cox Rur rIox's Sire; 
Coxkurriox dire! whoſe Bark Rome's Fools conveys 
Thro' Slavery's Voyage, with a foul Luft for Place: 
Rome | whoſe Ambition now is ſunk fo low, 
It lies in Fidaling, Singing, Farce, and Show. 
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Whoſe floating Caftles rule the ſubject Main, 
And by their Flag the ballanc d World fuſtain. 
How would EL1za, now our Taſe admire, 
Could ſhe but ſee us ballance Straus on Wire ? 


Since then in C---s we ſeek True Taſte in vain, 
Since Virtue makes the Manners and the Man, 
View we Philemon in yon rural Seat, 

Supremely bleſt, and innocently great! 

Gentle his Manners; Eugliſb is his Meat; 

His Dreſs no French Brocade, but plain, yet neat : 
The Poor ſhare with him what his Fortune gave, 
And nothing wanting, nothing does he crave ; 
No ſenſual Pleaſures cheat him with a Name, 

No Scandal blaſts Life's ſweeteſt Breath, his Fame; 
No Envy racks, no Scandal ſwells his Breaſt, - ' 
Where Yir:ue's Image is the only Gueſt. 

While others of their cruel Stars complain, 

He views the Labours of the diſtant Main 

And ſmiles at the-uncertain Tides of Fate, 

Secure on Shore, within his calm Retreat ; | 
Where cool Refle&ion ſpreads. her peaceful Wings, 
And pittying Iznocence looks down on -—- 
Pleas'd, or in letter'd Solitude to enjoy 

The leiſure Minutes of each well-ſpent Day ; 
Or by Tuition form his Childrens Will, 
Point it to Goodneſs, or reform from III; 
By fair Examples and perſuaſive Art, 

Pour the free Streams of Virtue in the Heart. 
And when the Sun deſcends with feeble Ray, 
And falling Dews lament the fallen Day, 

He lies on Mattraſs, not on Beds of Down, 
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&« Retire | love Truth | adote the Onz GREAT Gobi 
6 Studious to tread theſe Paths your Parents trod bank 


When thus his Days are all in Silence paſt, ; 
* Tay WII BE DONE, O Gob !” ſhall be his laſt, 


Come Gn, thou to me for ever dear, 
Pride of my Verſe, and Softner of my Care, 
Whoſe Mind, %% oun, with honeſt Scorn can hate 
A Fool with Title, or a Knave in State, 1 2 
Whoſe Friendſhip honours, and whoſe Virtues charm, 
Frank with juſt Pride, with gen'rous Paſſion warm 
Genteel with Dignity, in Taſte refn'd, 
In every Thought ſincere, in Pain refign'd ! 
Tell me, may my Ambitions Views pretend 
Thou art my old Acquaintance and my Friend? 
Say that thou prun'ſt her too. luxuriant Vine, 
Cut the ſuperfluous Branches from each Line, ; 
And taught her docile Genius where to twine; 
That, ſteer'd by Dee, my Bark from Rocks ſafe fail'd, 
On which blind Pilots, driven by Folly, fail d; 
Thee, by the Good ador'd, the Bad approv d, 
By all, who Tzurn and Via ru love, below d. 
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